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I couldn’t wait to unpack and start enjoying my summer at this place, which my parents had paid for. They said  since  I  wouldn’t  be  finding  a  job  anyway,  I  should  go  to  this  camp-like  place  for  guys  like  me  and  find  my purpose in life. The grounds were immaculate at Mannerhouse, and the mansion was palatial. They had to be paying a fortune for it. 

The car rumbled across the granite pavers in the turnaround leading to the front steps. We exited the car, and my dad popped the trunk and carried my bags up the stairs while my mom kissed my cheek and said, “Now listen to them, Chad. I have high hopes for you. I think this place is what you need to truly find a purpose in life.” 

“Thanks, Mom. I’ll try. You know me.” 

My dad was standing there shaking his head. “Yes, we do know you, son. That’s why we’re down to plan F. 

A through E didn’t seem to work, just like you. At least when you’re done here, you’ll have a purpose.” He patted my back. “Now I won’t ask you to work hard or do your best, because I know you won’t. So at least have fun.” 

“Gee, dad, I thought that was the whole point of me being here. You said it was like a camp.” 

“It is, kind of.” He looked around. “A ritzy camp for boys who need a purpose. Well, I have to get back, and we have a long way to go. Good luck, son.” 

My mom kissed me on the cheek again. “Good luck, sweetie. Be a good girl.” She turned and got into the car with my dad and drove off.  Be a good girl.  Mom had been getting a little weird lately. That wasn’t the first time since they set this up that she’d said that. 

A mist blew from the fountain in the turnaround and cooled my face from the sun. Freshly cut grass filled my nostrils. I gazed up the granite steps to the huge, carved oak double doors where my dad had left my luggage. 

This place was awesome. I climbed the stairs and rang the bell. 

A butler opened the door and took my bags. “This way sir.” 

“I’ll take care of your bags for you later, sir.” He set them down by the staircase. I followed him through the foyer, past a wide curving staircase of marble and into an office at the end of the hall. He stood in the doorway and announced me. “Mr. Chadwick Rent.” 

A gorgeous woman rose from her desk, and her heels clicked across the hardwood floor as she came toward me,  smiling,  her  hand  out.  “Hi,  my  name’s  Leyna  Wood.”  I  lightly  took  her  hand;  her  grip  was  strong.  “Nice handshake, Mr. Rent. It’s a good sign.” 

“Thanks.  My  dad  always  said  I  should  grip  a  person’s  hand  hard  like  you  do,  but  I  never  thought  it  was polite. Plus, it takes more effort.” 

She grinned. “Yes, I see. Come sit and we can talk.” She motioned to a seat in front of her desk as her tight ass  swayed  under  her  skirt  as  she  walked  back  to  her  seat  behind  the  desk.  I  wondered  if   she  were  on  the  list  of entertainments for the summer. 

She opened a file on her desk and perused it, nodding. “Hmm, a 2.0 GPA at college.” She flipped another page. 

“Yeah, nice and efficient, don’t you think? C’s get degrees. Why put in more effort?” 

She nodded. “Never held a job for more than a week. Not even in the summer, huh?” 

“They were all stupid jobs. Minimum-wage stuff with no redeeming purpose.” 

She nodded and flipped more pages. “You can read and write quite well though, I see.” 

“It came easy. I had a good tutor as a kid before I went to school. She was so hot too. I miss those days.” 

“Okay, Mr. Rent.” She looked up from the file and closed it. “You’re well suited for our program so far. Do you have any aspirations or directions you’d like to go in life? Anything in particular that your vast life experience or your  vast education has led you to aspire to? 

I looked up and to the right and put my finger on my chin. “I really like relaxing. You know, chilling out. I thought that’s what this place was for. It looks like it would be great for that.” I looked around her sumptuous office. 

She nodded. “Do you like praise?” 

“Of course. That’s something I’ve never heard too much of, though.” 

“Do you like making other people happy?” 

“Of course, but again, I can’t seem to get the hang of that too often.” 

She  nodded,  her  gorgeous  eyes  peering  into  my  soul.  “Would  you  consider  yourself  more  submissive  or assertive?” 

I laughed. “I’m not all that assertive, as you can tell, so I guess I’m more toward the other side.” 

“So what would you think of a life where you can’t fail, where people look to you to make them happy, and you’re very capable of doing so? It will require nothing more than a little cultural training as to your place in the scheme of things and how to perform certain tasks, and nothing more than simple communication and obedience.” 

“Sounds easy enough. Sounds like those old 1960s housewives. They stayed home and took care of things while the husbands took care of them.” 

“Interesting you should say that. Yes, very much like that, as a matter of fact. Do you wish life to be that way again? Would you like being a husband to a wife like that?” 

Well, I mean, I think the women had it made, and the guys did too.” 

“So you’d like to be the guy who brings home the bacon and works endlessly to provide for his beautiful and loving wife?” 

“Uh, well. That sounds like a lot of work. I think the woman’s life was better, actually.” 

“The obedient wife who always does what her husband wants and always looks her best?” 

“I guess that sounds easier. The obedience part might be tough for her, though. I mean, I have a hard time with it sometimes. I mean, I listen, but sometimes I’m not motivated to do what I’m told.” 

She  nodded  and  smiled.  “Not  to  worry.  You’ll  be  more  than  motivated,  Mr.  Rent.  We’ll  see  to  that. 

Motivation will be natural to you.” 

“That sounds as easy as playing video games then.” 

“It almost is. Okay.” She stood and came around the desk and held her hand out. “Please stand.” 

I took her hand and stood. She turned me around with it like a ballet dancer. “Very nice. Not very muscular, clear skin, pretty facial features.” 

She  looked  in  my  eyes  and  reached  down,  grabbed  my  crotch,  and  squeezed  it,  feeling  my  hard  rod.  I couldn’t  help  having  one,  she  was  such  a  hottie.  My  eyes  popped  open.  Cool,  she  was  hot  for  me.  She  smiled, looking in my eyes as she rubbed it, making it harder. “I see you have a fairly substantial one for such a little guy. 

That can be a burden and an asset at the same time.” 

“Yes, it can.” 

Damn! She stopped rubbing it. “Any girlfriends?” 

“Nope. Not a one. Want to be my girlfriend, Ms. Wood?” 

She  laughed  and  went  back  to  her  desk.  She  signed  her  name  on  a  form  and  handed  it  to  me. 

“Congratulations, Mr. Chadwick. Take this to the room next door. Your wonderful new life is about to begin.” 

I  looked  at  the  form.  The  name  on  it  was  Felicity  Dee  Light.  It  had  one  line  on  it,  which  I  read  quickly:

“Admit to full program.” 

I looked up. “I should take this next door?” 

“Yes. Can you do that?” 

“Sure. So then what do I do?” 

“Just do what they ask you to, and you’ll be fine, honey.” She reached her hand out to me. I shook it gently. 

“Congratulations, sweetie. You’ll be such a success.” 
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I took the form next door, and a nurse took it from me and ushered me into a small room. “Take off your clothes and fold them on the seat, sweetie. Put the medical gown on; there are two, so you can cover the openings on both sides. We’ll give you a couple of minutes.” She ran the faucet and filled a cup with water. “Take this pill before you start changing.” She handed me the pill and the glass. 

“What’s it for?” 

“The pill will help us reveal the true you inside.” 

I looked at the pill. It was tiny. I swallowed it, and she left and closed the door.  Reveal the true me inside. 

Must be for some kind of body scanner or something. 

I changed into the medical gowns and sat down. This was weird. But heck. It was a really nice place, and soon I’d be living out a dream summer vacation here. I placed my clothes on the chair and sat down in the recliner to wait for them. I felt so relaxed. I closed my eyes. Images of sixties women in their sexy dresses and heels on the arms  of  handsome  men  floated  into  my  brain.  Why  did  she  ask  me  about  all  of  that?  Would  it  be  better  to  be  a woman or a man back then? I still thought the women had it nicer. 

I took a deep breath and I fell asleep. 
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I started to wake up and heard a woman say, “Oh my, she’s coming to. Increase the drip. She has another week before she should wake up.” I tried to open my eyes, and it all went dark again. 

The  next  time  I  woke,  I  woke  slowly  and  was  in  a  bed  in  a  sumptuous  bedchamber  under  a  sheet  and blanket.  I  pulled  my  arms  out  from  under  the  coverings  and  a  woman  said,  “Hi,  Felicity,  how  are  you  feeling, honey?” She ran her hand over my head and kissed my cheek. “You look lovely, dear.” 

She stood up and smiled down at me. She was taller than me by a few inches, even if she weren’t wearing her high heels—not that I was all that tall at five foot four. I looked into her pretty face. “My name’s Chad. Chad Rent. Who are you?” 

“I’m Stacey. I’m here to get you ready and help with your makeup and things, Felicity.” 

“My names not Felicity, it’s Chadwick Rent, and I don’t wear makeup.” 

She smiled and said, “And see how nicely your voice matches you now? They didn’t even have to fix it for you. You’re a natural. Chadwick Rent is no longer your name. Your name is Felicity Dee Light. See?” She handed me a chart from the foot of the bed. It included the form I’d carried into the room, as well as layers of papers and notes from the last few weeks. 

I handed it back to her. “What happened here? How long have I been in this bed?” 

“As  you  agreed  to,  you’ve  been  given  a  new  life.  A  life  with  purpose.  You  don’t  have  to  worry  about shaving again, anywhere—your whole body had laser hair removal and electrolysis. You have permanent, tattooed lipstick and eyeliner, and cheek, lip, breast, hip, and butt implants. You’re gorgeous.” 

My eyes popped open wide, and I lifted the covers to look under them. I had huge, firm breasts with large nipples. I couldn’t see my crotch they were so big, so I reached down. Thank god! I still had that. My heart pounded in my chest as panic set in. 

I put the sheets down. “I, uh, I, I...” I howled and gasped for air. 

She sat next to me and held my hand. “It’s okay, sweetie. Try to relax.” 

When I composed myself, I said, “I didn’t give permission for this!” 

“Your  parents  signed  the  waivers  for  you  because  you  weren’t  twenty-one  when  they  applied.  Oh,  happy birthday, by the way. They actually did your boobs on your twenty-first birthday. Isn’t that a wonderful present? 

“What did you do to me? I’m a guy, not a girl.” 

“Guys don’t have boobs, honey. But most girls aren’t lucky enough to have ones as nice as yours. If you want to show those gorgeous nipples off to the guys, you won’t even need to wear a bra, they’re so firm.” 

“Girls don’t have dicks, Stacey.” 

“Your kind of girl does. Many men love girls like you. You can’t get pregnant, and you’ll  always be ready to please them in any way they’d like you to.” 

“Guys! I’m heterosexual.” 

“You won’t be soon. It doesn’t take any effort on your part, and you’re good at things that don’t take effort. 

You’ll love taking care of men. Just like the women in the sixties. Your interview transcript said you’d like to be a sixties woman.” 

“I meant she’d be better off than the guy, not that I wanted to  be  one.” 

“Well, don’t worry, it isn’t the sixties anymore. Now get out of bed and you can get showered and dressed. 

I’ll help with your makeup and things until you learn to do it yourself. Let’s go, Felicity—there’s a big world out there just dying to meet you and help you fulfill your new purpose in life.” She held her hand out. 

I slid my legs off the bed, into the slippers, and stood uneasily. My legs felt weak. My heavy breasts tugged on my chest, throwing me off balance a bit. 

Stacey  grabbed  me  by  the  shoulders.  “Go  slow.  You  have  a  new  center  of  gravity  to  get  used  to,  and  it’s been some time since you’ve been on your feet.” She helped me to the bathroom. 

When I saw myself in the mirror, I was shocked. I couldn’t recognize a bit of my old face. My lips were plump and inviting, my cheeks plump and raised, eyebrows lifted and thinned. I covered my mouth and gasped. 

“And honey, use the attachment in there to clean out your bottom. You want to feel fresh and clean.” 

“Attachment?” 

She went to the shower and showed me. “Into your pooper, dear. Clean it all out well.” 

“Why?” 

“It  has  to  become  a  part  of  your  routine  so  you’re  a  nice,  fresh  girl.  You’ll  see…  it  feels  nice  when  it’s done.” 

“Really?” I held the attachment and stared at it. 

“Promise me you’ll do it, or later, you may regret you didn’t.” 

I hung it back up and turned to her. “I promise. Hell, what could it hurt, right?” 

“Will you be okay showering yourself, or should I help you?” 

I turned my attention to her. Large, firm breasts like mine; a gorgeous face with lips and cheeks like mine. 

Taking a shower with her would be fantastic. Somehow I didn’t feel very manly, though. “Uh, I can do it.” 

“Okay, dear. Just yell if you need any help, and like I said, I’ll help with your makeup, so let me know when you’re ready.” She took a short pink satin robe off the door hook and handed it to me. “Here, for after your shower. 

I’ll put an ensemble together on your bed for you while you shower.” 

I took off the medical gown and climbed into the shower. The warm water felt wonderful as I washed. My soapy hands slid seductively over my new curves; my new, long nails were painted pink to match my toenails. I felt as if I occupied someone else’s body. It was surreal. Washing my breasts may have been the best part. I couldn’t stop caressing them and squeezing the nipples. It sent ripples of lust through my body. 

I became totally aroused with myself, and I had to get rid of my large and obvious display of it. I held the wall to keep from falling down as I spurted into the streams of water. I caught my breath and finished showering. 

I toweled off. My hair had grown some over the time I’d been indisposed, and it now reached my shoulder. I blew it dry, but it was no longer the plain long hair I had before. It was styled now with layers and highlighting that appeared as it dried. When I was done drying, it was light and textured, framing my new face beautifully. 

I brushed my teeth, then opened the door. “Stacey. I’m ready.” I stared at myself in the mirror, trying to see the  old  me  inside.  My  eyes  were  the  same,  but  the  only  part  that  was  still  me  was  deep  inside  my  eyes.  I  even wondered  if  I  was  the  same  person  inside.  I  should  have  been  freaking  out,  but  everything  felt  natural,  even  the breasts tugging on my chest. Very different, but natural. 

“Mmm, you smell nice and fresh.” Stacey sniffed my neck. She ran her fingers through my hair. “Your hair came out so nice. I love how they did it for you, don’t you?” 

Staring into the mirror at myself, I nodded. I did look pretty. 

“Okay,  let’s  make  you  even  prettier.”  Stacey  explained  how  to  do  each  step,  having  me  do  some  of  it  as well, and if I messed it up, she fixed it. In a little while, the girl in the mirror wasn’t just pretty, but stunning. I was stunning. I was a girl I’d have given anything to have as my girlfriend. I’d never be able to have a girl so gorgeous. 

Now I was one. 

Stacey rested her hand on my shoulder as she gazed at me in the mirror. “Aren’t you lovely?” 

I nodded. “I’ll say. This is going to be a serious problem. Guys will be hitting on me all the time.” 

“Of course they will. That’s the whole idea—to make you so inviting and gorgeous that no man will be able to resist you. Now let’s get that hot little body of yours dolled up.” She took my hand and led me into the bedroom. 

She had stripped the sheets and re-made the bed. The room smelled fresh and aired-out, and fresh flowers were on the dresser and the table by the window. 

“Sit.” She patted the bed. I sat on it. “Now, I’ve cut some of the crotch out of these pantyhose for you, see? 

You should do that, too, so you don’t have to drop them to pee. Of course, you could wear stay-up thigh-highs or gartered  stockings,  but  for  pantyhose,  this  is  the  easiest.”  She  laughed.  “It’ll  be  the  easiest  for  your  boyfriend’s access too.” 

“I don’t want a boyfriend.” 

“Hush. You will. Now roll these on your finger like this and slip them up your legs.” 

I took them from her. They were sheer and silky and felt wonderful on my hairless legs as I slid them up and under my robe. My pink-painted toenails shone from under the sheer fabric, and the feel of the pantyhose against my legs, their shine and silkiness, made aroused me again. 

Stacey handed me pink satin panties. “Here.” 

I slid them up and tucked my hard-on into them. It poked above the top. 

“Okay, take off your robe and put on this bra, unless of course you’d rather have your nipples make bumps in your top.” She smiled at me and raised her eyes. “You do have such nice nipples.” 

I took the robe off and she helped me with the bra, showing me the easiest way to put one on. It actually felt good, having that extra support, and it emphasized my creamy cleavage. I was throbbing in my panties. 

Stacey smiled and rubbed it. “See how nice it is being a girl with all these sensual and arousing things?” 

“I’m a guy, and I’m getting aroused because I’m also a girl. A hot girl, and yes, the fabrics feel nice too.” 

“Of course, honey—it’s only natural.” 

She  held  a  short,  stretchy,  flowered  V-neck  dress  for  me  to  step  into.  I  held  her  shoulder,  stepped  in  and pulled it over my breasts, adjusting the straps. 

“Sit again.” I sat, and on my feet she slid very high-heeled, strappy shoes to match the dress and fastened them around my ankle. “Okay, stand up and walk. Be careful—you’re not used to the heel.” She held her hand out. 

I took her hand, stood, and walked while she guided me. It felt incredible. I couldn’t imagine why women wouldn’t want to wear heels all the time. I was taller, they made my hips sway, and the short stride they required made  me  feel  vulnerable  and  sexy.  I  clicked  around  the  room,  my  breasts  tugging  on  the  bra  straps  and  my  chest wall and jiggling with each step. I went to the mirror on the wall and admired myself. 

I was throbbing in my panties. Luckily the flare of the dress hid it well. Stacey put her hand on my shoulder. 

“See,  Felicity?  Aren’t  you  wonderful?  How  could  you  not  like  the  new  you?”  She  reached  down  and  rubbed  my hard-on through the dress. See, you really do like yourself. Just keep looking in the mirror.” 

Stacey  knelt  down  and  lifted  the  hem  of  my  dress,  tucking  it  into  the  top  of  my  pantyhose,  then  slid  my panties to the side. My shaft leapt free, and she wrapped a long-nailed hand around it and began stroking it while she engulfed the top with her mouth, taking it as deep as she could with each bob of her head. 

I felt her pressing something between my butt cheeks. It actually felt good. The next thing I knew, it slid in, and I clenched around it. It started vibrating inside me and sent tingles though my body. 

Stacey moaned around my rigid member and rubbed her crotch through her dress, looking up at me with her smiling, bright eyes. 

I looked at us in the mirror and immediately flooded her mouth. She swallowed diligently until I was done, then tucked me away and dropped my dress. She stood and went to the dresser. “Come here, honey.” 

I  walked  over.  “Lift  your  dress  again  and  hold  it  for  me.”  I  did,  and  I  felt  her  pull  aside  my  panties. 

Something cold wrapped around my balls, and then it slid over my softening dick as she pressed it onto it. I heard clicking sounds and then a snap. She pulled my panties over it all and stood. 

“There. Does that feel okay?” 

“Feels kind of kinky. What is it? Can you shut off the vibrator in my bottom?” 

“That  stays  on.  It’s  a  trainer  for  girls  like  you.  It  will  help  motivate  you  to  become  what  you’re  meant  to be.” 

“A trainer?” 

“Yes, the chastity cage and the plug. That was your last ejaculation for a while unless you are a very quick learner.” 

“I’m already feeling horny with the plug vibrating inside me. This will be torture.” 

“Only until you learn.” 

What do I have to learn? I’m a quick study.” 

She laughed. “Not according to your grades. A 2.0 GPA in liberal arts? Come now, Felicity.” 

“Well, what do I have to learn?” 

“You have to act like a lady in manners, mannerisms, and deportment.” 

“Sounds simple with this body.” 

“You’ll be a cultured lady, a trophy on a man’s arm, going to plays and operas, dancing with him, cuddling with him, kissing him, and being subservient to his wishes.” 

“All of that will be hard to do. I guess I’ll be stuck in this cage forever.” 

“Don’t give up already, Miss Quick Study. At least try. You can do it.” 

“I don’t know.” 

“Well, you have to. Plus, you have to love sucking men off and do that  very well. You have to enjoy them using you as a receptacle or a canvas for the passionate releases you’ll stimulate from them. You have to long for all of it and know that this is your sole purpose in life, your motivation for living.” 

“I shook my head. “Well, I’ll be in this cage forever then. I’ll never be able to do those things.” 

“You  will.  Wait  and  see.”  Stacey  opened  her  purse  and  did  something  with  her  phone.  The  vibrations increased in my butt plug. I grabbed the dresser to keep from falling and gasped, looking at her. She laughed and dialed it back a bit with her phone. “There, that should keep you on the edge. Now let’s go out into your new world, Miss Felicity Dee Light!” 
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We  entered  a  wide,  wood-paneled  hallway  with  gleaming  hardwood  floors,  tables  along  the  walls  at intervals with fresh flowers, gilt-framed artworks on the walls. Our heels clicked down the corridor. We descended a curved staircase, which led us to where I had come in when I arrived. The butler was greeting a young man, then picking up his bags, putting them alongside the wall, then leading him to the office I had gone to. 

Stacey  took  us  through  the  foyer  past  a  huge,  chiming  grandfather  clock  and  down  another  corridor.  She opened a door and held it for me. 

The room was filled with cubicles you might find in a library with computers in them. There were girls who looked startlingly similar to Stacey and me with their high, plump cheeks, full shapely lips, and large breasts; they wore similar sexy summer dresses and headphones as they watched their monitors. They all seemed riveted to what they were watching and looked as if they were hypnotized. 

Stacey had me sit in one of the cubes, and she started the computer. “This is where you’ll learn all the things you need to know to perform at your best in your new role. Like we talked about.” She poured a glass of water and handed me a pill. “Take this.” 

I did. 

“Good girl. That will help you retain and assimilate the information you’ll receive and make the transition easier for you. If you progress faster, the cage will come off sooner. If you progress slowly, well, it stays on. You’ll have  six  hours  a  day  of  training.  Manners,  deportment,  fashion,  makeup,  subservience  training,  and  on  and  on. 

Ready?” 

I took a deep breath. “Gosh, this is worse than college. I never studied for six hours a day. My brain might pop. I don’t think I can do it.” 

Stacey grimaced. “Then, princess, speed the video up, pass the tests faster, and be done sooner. It’s up to you. Perform well and win. Perform poorly and spend more time sitting here rather than enjoying your new role. It’s all up to you. Just because you wasted your previous life doesn’t mean you need to waste this one too.” 

My eyes welled up with tears. Stacey noticed and handed me a tissue from her purse. “Felicity Dee Light, now get a grip and suck it up. Be a big girl.” 

I  dabbed  my  eyes  lightly  so  as  not  to  mess  my  mascara.  Damn!  I  was  locked  into  this  and  locked  up literally. The damn plug was vibrating in me, sending ripples of desire though me. All I wanted to do was be a guy and stick it in Stacey and shoot my load into her, but I wasn’t a guy anymore, and I couldn’t get off  any kind of way, and I had to do  schoolwork now. What a nightmare. 

Stacey kissed my cheek. “I’ll be back to take you to the bathroom and to lunch. Don’t try wandering around, or you’ll have to be locked to the chair next time. The computer doesn’t have any internet access, so you can’t be distracted. Now study hard, sweetie. Do well.” She turned and left. 

I looked around the room. Everyone was zombified in front of their computers. I looked at mine and began to feel a strange sensation in my brain. I put the headphones on and turned on the video. The first thing I saw was a series  of  images,  short  video  clips  of  women  sexually  pleasing  men,  and  they  were  narrated,  saying  things  like, 

“You love men and want only to please them. You’re always ready for sex and willing to perform.” 

When  those  stopped,  a  lesson  began.  The  first  was  table  manners.  I  was  riveted  to  the  screen.  For  some reason, it was intensely interesting. I crossed my silky, stockinged legs, loving the sensuality of them. I leaned back in my chair, caressing my leg with my long-nailed hands as the plug vibrated in me, and I watched intensely. 
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Stacey  came  for  me  at  lunch  and  took  me  to  the  ladies’  room.  I  touched  up  my  blush  and  lipstick  and sprayed  some  fresh  perfume  over  myself.  Stacey  took  me  by  the  hand,  and  we  walked  down  the  corridor.  “So, Felicity, how was the training?” 

“You  were  right.  The  pill  helped.  I  was  so  interested  in  all  of  it.  I  never  knew  table  manners  could  be  so detailed.” 

She smiled and glanced at me as we walked. “I see you must have done the posture and deportment training. 

Your walk is very sexy and feminine now. You even hold your free hand properly and move your arm like a truly feminine woman. Very good. I’m impressed. You may be a quick study after all.” 

I hadn’t realized it, but she was right. Now that she brought it to my attention, I was walking and carrying myself differently. The plug felt even better with my new walk and made me even hornier. “Uh, I guess I am. Good. 

Maybe this cage can come off.” 

“Well, we’ll see. If you could have sex anyway you wanted, what would you want to do?” She squeezed my hand and smiled at me. “Hmm?” 

I leaned closer to her as we walked and squeezed her hand tightly, whispering in her ear, “I’d love to stick my dick in you right now.” 

She laughed. “Bzzzzz! Wrong answer. Oh well. Sorry.” 

We ate lunch, and it was back to training. Each day I did my training and took the pills and even sped up the videos, still passing all the tests. I was becoming perfect in every way. Perfectly tortured with desire, as well. What I wouldn’t give to have that cage off and be able to come a few times! 
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By the end of the week, I had excelled at all the training. Stacey and I were celebrating in the Mannerhouse dining room. 

“Look at you, Felicity Dee Light. You’re more perfect than any woman and much more interesting to look at. You’ve excelled at the training, and now all that’s left is for you to fall into your role. Tonight you get a chance to show your new colors. Are you excited?” 

“Show my new colors? I thought we were celebrating together. I thought I might woo you to make love with me.” 

She  sipped  her  martini  and  looked  into  my  eyes,  shaking  her  head  and  smiling.  “You’re  incorrigible, Felicity. As much as that sounds nice to me, it isn’t allowed for me, and it certainly isn’t for you unless your man says it is.” 

I looked around. “Well, let me find a guy that will tell you it’s okay.” 

“Oh, no.” She laughed. “Your man. One who owns you.” 

“Owns me?” 

“Of course. You’ll be a kept woman. How do you think we’re paying for all your surgeries and training? 

There’s a market for girls like you, and it’s very lucrative. The man who buys you will be very wealthy, and you’ll live a life of luxury.” 

“Really? Just by looking and acting like a hot woman, I get to be sold like a piece of meat? How lovely.” 

“It will be lovely for you. You’ll have whatever he wants you to have. He may choose to share you, or not. 

He  may  have  girlfriends  like  me  for  you,  or  not.  He  may  make  you  a  prostitute,  or  not.  You’ll  love  whatever  he decides.” 

“I’m not so sure about that.” 

“Felicity,  I  think  you  may  need  retraining.  I  was  hoping  to  get  your  cage  off  tonight,  but  you’re  raising doubts that you’re ready.” 

“Yes, take the cage off. Oh god, yes. Please?” 

Stacey looked around the room. She waved to one of the Mannerhouse waiters. He walked over, his white towel hanging on his arm. “Yes, ma’am. How may I be of service?” 

She smiled up at him. “Felicity would like some cream with her martini. Your cream.” 

He smiled a flat-lipped smile at me. I raised an eyebrow and looked at Stacey. “I don’t need any cream.” 

She shook her head. “If you ever want to cream yourself, you’d better show me how you love to make our waiter cream.” She turned to him. “If you don’t mind, could you take it out and present it to her, please.” 

“Of course, ma’am.” 

He came near me, unzipped, and took his whole shaved package out and let it rest on his towel-covered arm. 

“At your service, ma’am. Cream to go with your martini.” 

I stared it as he lusted for me, and it grew on his arm. I looked at Stacey. 

“Do it, girl. Show me your skills or stay in the cage.” 

I reached for it with my long-nailed hands and grasped it tentatively between my thumb and forefinger. It was warm and silky and growing. I stroked his shaft and looked up at him. 

“Very nice, ma’am, but you have luscious lips that may be more effective.” 

It  was  large  enough  now  to  wrap  both  my  hands  around  the  thick  shaft,  so  I  did,  and  I  squeezed  it  while stroking it. Stacey turned my vibrator up with her phone, and I gasped and filled my cage. I dove onto his cock with my mouth and bobbed my head on it, looking up at him the way I was trained. I instinctively moaned around it as I reveled in the pleasure in his eyes and how good it felt in my mouth. 

I went at it with passion and vigor, tugging on his shaved balls and stroking the parts of his rod my mouth couldn’t reach. He grasped my head with both hands and began to thrust into my face. 

I locked eyes with his as my tongue ran circles around the tip and shaft. He grunted and began to release load  after  load,  which  I  greedily  swallowed.  When  he  was  done,  I  was  still  working  his  shaft  feverishly  with  my mouth and hands, trying to keep more of his cream flowing. I felt the vibrations from my plug diminish. 

“Stop, ma’am. Stop, please.” His body twitched as he tugged my head off him. “Ungh, god,” he whispered. 

He tucked it away and straightened his clothing then bent his arm and put the towel over it. “Anything else, ladies?” 

Stacey said, “Two more martinis, please.” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“Good job, Felicity. You were very passionate about that. You obviously enjoyed it.” 

I nodded sheepishly. 

She patted my shoulder and caressed my stockinged thigh. “I’m proud of you. Let’s eat dinner, and maybe you can have a man penetrate that sweet bottom and deposit his seed in you.” 

“Oh, Stacey, no. I couldn’t do that.” 

“We’ll see. Stay in the cage then.” 

We ate dinner, Stacey caressing my legs, tugging on my cage, varying the vibrations of the plug with her phone. All of it made me more and more desperate for release. It had been a whole week already, and with all of this, I was sure I’d die if I didn’t come soon. 

We went into the lounge and sat in a curved booth facing the fireplace. A handsome, tall gentleman in a suit and tie came over to us. “May I join you ladies?” 

“Of course,” Stacey said as she slid out and let him slide in between us. He extended his large hand to me. 

“I’m Jack.” 

“Hi. I’m Felicity.” I shook his hand gently. He kissed Stacey on the cheek. “Hello, dear. You have a lovely charge this round. I’ll bet you’re enjoying being her handler.” 

“I am. Felicity is  so lovely. She’s made for her role. Right, Felicity?” 

I nodded. “If you say so, Stacey.” 

“Although she’s been somewhat reluctant to fulfill all of her duties so far.” 

He turned to me and placed his hand on my thigh. “Such a shame. You have so much to offer. You’ll bring top  price.”  He  slid  his  hand  under  my  dress  and  tugged  on  my  cage.  “I  see  you  haven’t  been  able  to  have  this removed  yet.  Oh  well.  Live  and  learn.  Stacey  usually  has  her  girls  ready  by  now.  Bidding  is  tomorrow,  and  you aren’t ready to be bid on, even.” 

“Bidding?” 

Stacey put her hand on mine on the table. “Yes dear. It’s like in the old days, when a man paid the father a dowry for his new wife. This is where you see your worth. Without the cage off, you can’t be sold.” 

Jack grasped my hand, placed the palm on his crotch, and pressed it against him. “What’s so bad about this? 

You have one. You’re just much prettier and more useful and pleasing than other males.” 

He was growing beneath my palm. I rubbed it. “It’s okay,” I said. “It’s all just so new to me. All I want is to make love to a girl like Stacey, but it seems that will never be.” 

“Why not? It depends on who buys you.” 

“But I might never see Stacey again.” 

He turned to Stacey and said, “I think that may be able to be arranged if Stacey is interested.” 

“Really, Jack?” Stacey smiled ear to ear. She grabbed his arm in both hands. “Would you?” 

“Let’s see how the evening goes, and we can see. I’m not against it. I think I know you quite well. I just don’t know Felicity yet.” He raised his hand and called the waiter over. 

“Drinks, ladies? Let’s relax and have a chat, the three of us.” 

Jack ordered Absinthe drips and we chatted. 

He complimented me on many things and made us laugh. We had more drinks and thoroughly enjoyed each other’s company. Stacey and I snuggled against him. He truly was what they call a scholar and a gentleman, and I felt if he bid on me, I’d someday be able to do to Stacey what any man would want to do. 

He showed me pictures of his place and spoke about his life and entertainments. He was a pilot, skier, world traveler, and the more I learned about him, the more I liked him. He made me feel special and desired, and strangely, I was sucking it all up and falling in love with him. 

“Oh  Jack,  that  sounds  wonderful.  If  this  happens,  I  can’t  wait  for  us  to  all  enjoy  that  together  someday,” 

Stacey said as she gazed into his smiling eyes. 

“Not  a  problem.”  He  turned  to  me  and  ran  his  hand  over  my  hair.  “And  you,  young  lady—would  you  be willing to join Stacey and me for the rest of our lives together? I’d be honored if you should say yes.” 

My heart pounded in my chest. We’d basically be married. I’d have a husband...and a wife, I guess. 

I looked at Stacey. She beamed at me. “Oh Felicity, don’t be such a stick-in-the-mud. Say yes.” She leaned across the table and placed her hand on mine. 

I thought about it, but not for long. I wanted to be with them both. “Yes, oh god, yes. Please. But there’s an

issue with me being bid on tomorrow.” 

Jack turned to Stacey. “I’ll sign the waiver. Even if she isn’t ready yet. Besides, I’d rather have a woman who comes around to her man on her own and not through the usual brainwashing and behavior modification. Then I’ll know I have her forever. I’ve been waiting for someone like Felicity here for a very long time.” 

He placed a hand on Stacey’s. “And you, young lady… I’ve always loved you. Please agree to let me buy out your position as handler and let me sign the chastity waiver so I can bid on Felicity. It will keep her price lower, and she’ll have fewer bidders because of it, which will benefit us all.” 

Stacey kissed his cheek. “I’ll gladly do it. I’ll love being together, the three of us. I’d love you both to make love to me over and over.” 

Jack lifted his glass. “To the three of us. May I win the bidding and we live happily ever after.” 
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The next day Stacey spent preparing me as if I were a bride. She pampered me with a loofa bath, did my nails,  primped  my  makeup  and  hair,  and  kept  me  on  the  edge  to  the  point  I  had  to  put  a  rubber  over  my  cage  to prevent dripping. We were both excited to have Jack bidding on me. 

“You’re actually lucky, Felicity. Lucky that Jack happened by last night. And willing to take you with your cage on is a benefit, as well. For you, not for Mannerhouse, though. They’d probably get rid of me if they knew I’d failed in your development and had you at less than maximum sales potential.” 

“Really?” 

“Probably.” 

“I’m sorry. I mean, if it weren’t for Jack, you’d be in a real pinch.” 

“True. He’s a doll. Let’s get you ready. It’s almost time.” 

We went into the bedchamber, and Stacey took a suit bag from the closet and laid it on the bed. “This has your graduation outfit in it. I can’t wait to see you in it.” 

“But technically, I thought I wasn’t a graduate.” 

“Well,  you  aren’t,  but  you’re  being  bid  on,  regardless,  by  any  men  who  sign  the  waiver.  So  you’ll  be wearing what all the other girls wear tonight.” 

“Good. I hate feeling out of place anymore. I always used to feel out of place before, and I can’t imagine doing that again.” 

“Good girl. See? The training did stick well. You learned to dress for the occasion.” 

“Of course.” 

I  sat  on  the  bed,  and  Stacey  handed  me  the  clothes  one  by  one.  White  lace  garter  belt  with  sheer  white stockings with lace tops and garters, white lace crotchless panties that my cage went through, and strappy, fetishy white high heels. She held the sheer, lace-overlaid white lace dress for me to step into, slid it up, and I slid my arms through the straps. The dress had a shelf for my breasts that held them with their hard nipples against the clinging, sheer  white  front.  The  hem  of  the  dress  was  raised  in  the  front  and  rear,  and  the  sides  draped  just  over  my  hips. 

Stacey sprayed perfume over me. 

I looked in the full-length mirror. “Hmm, quite revealing.” 

“Yes, quite. All of you is on sale, not just your pretty face, dear.” 

“True.” 

“Shame you have the cage on. I know just how fabulous what’s in it is.” She gave me a peck on the lips. 

I wrapped my arms around her. “Oh Stacey, I’m so happy we’ll be together, and I can make love to a real woman soon.” 

She pecked my lips. “I’m happy, too, Felicity. Now let’s go.” 

She grabbed her phone and turned up my vibrator to the point it made me twitch slightly when it pulsed. 

“Can you turn it down a little?” 

“Sorry, the rules for the show are the girls must be able to show how responsive they are by having them unconsciously twitch and jerk from time to time from their rear stimulators.” 

She tossed her phone in her purse and handed me my purse, then led me downstairs. My breasts tugged and jiggled  with  each  step,  my  hard  nipples  feeling  the  sheer  fabric  rubbing  them  sensually.  My  tiny  stride  from  the ultra-high  heels  reminded  me  I  was  oh-so-vulnerable  and  sexy.  Each  sway  of  my  hips  massaged  me  inside  even further. I was practically writhing with desire. 

We walked into the lounge where other girls like me, dressed the same way, but with their hard rods flailing before them, were mingling and chatting, a twitch or a jerk passing through their bodies from time to time, sipping drinks with handsome men. 

Stacey  led  me  to  the  bar,  and  we  ordered  drinks.  Men  came  by  and  noticed  my  cage,  then  walked  past. 

“Seems the cage is a real turnoff,” I said to Stacey. 

“It  is.  None  of  them  wants  to  have  to  try  to  change  you  if  we  haven’t  done  so  already.  It’s  too  risky  for them.” 

Soon, the gathering moved to another room. The other girls were helped into seats with their legs strapped

back  to  give  easy  access.  Their  plugs  were  removed,  and  men  made  their  way  from  one  to  another,  putting  on rubbers, trying the girls for some time, then moving on to the next with fresh rubbers. I stood and watched. 

The girls all enjoyed themselves thoroughly, being penetrated both bottom and face. Strings of white pearls streamed off their dicks as the girls were filled and used. Jack came over by me and put his hand on my shoulder. 

“See,  it’s  quite  pleasurable.  But  I’m  happy  you  aren’t  ready.  You’d  cost  a  fortune.”  He  kissed  my  cheek.  “When you’re ready, you can experience it. Take your time.” 

I  smiled  at  him.  My  body  twitched,  and  I  grabbed  his  arm  and  whispered  to  him,  “I’m  ready.  More  than ready.” 

He  beamed.  Stacey  stood  next  to  him,  holding  his  arm  and  watching  until  all  the  men  had  sampled  their girls. We all were moved to the front. Each of us held a number before us, and then the bidding commenced. 

It  was  simple  for  Jack—no  one  else  bid  on  me.  I  was  purchased  for  my  reserve  price  of  three  hundred thousand. After he had signed the papers, and I had signed as well, Stacey held my coat for me. “This is it. Time for us to leave with Jack.” 

“That’s it? No clothes, no packing?” 

“Nope. Your things are in the car already. Say goodbye to Mannerhouse.” 

I looked around. It was hard to believe I was leaving as a new person. I looked forward to my new life and held no remorse over my old life. 

“Ready?” Stacey asked as she clasped my hand. 

“Ready as ever.” 

We navigated the stairs along with the other girls who had new homes to go to. A driver held the door of Jack’s car while Jack stood beside him. “Ready, girls? I think Felicity may be in a hurry to take care of something.” 

He laughed as I twitched, holding onto Stacey. “Right, Felicity?” 

“Oh god, yes. Please.” 
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It wasn’t half an hour, and we were at Jack’s house. Not as large as Mannerhouse, but very much a mansion in the old style. He scooped me from the car and carried me over the threshold, placing me on my feet. He kissed my lips deeply and leaned back to gaze at me. 

“Are you ready, Felicity Dee Light?” 

“Very.” 

He lifted me and carried me up the stairs to the bedroom. Stacey tore the bedding back to reveal red satin sheets, and Jack dropped me onto the bed. Stacey slid next to me, wrapping her arms around me and kissing me. I pulled away. “The cage, Stacey. The cage and the plug.” 

“Oh, right.” She unlocked my cage and tossed it clanking on the floor. The plug came out unceremoniously and  suffered  the  same  fate.  We  embraced  each  other,  our  legs  wrapped  together.  Jack  slid  in  behind  me.  He  said, 

“Do what I do to you to Stacey.” 

He squeezed my breasts and pinched my nipples, sending luscious ripples of pleasure through me. I did the same  to  Stacey,  feeling  her  luscious  breasts.  I  felt  his  hardness  press  between  my  butt  cheeks,  and  I  slid  mine between Stacey’s. He pressed his thick pole against my already lubed hole, and I pressed mine against Stacey, who was pressing back. She begged, “Oh yes, Felicity, push it into me.” 

I pressed into her tight ass and slid in all the way at the same time Jack’s huge rod filled me and made me gasp.  He  rotated  all  three  of  us  to  our  knees  and  began  to  ram  it  into  me  as  he  held  my  hips.  Each  thrust  of  his shoved me into Stacey’s tight hole. I didn’t even have to do any work. It couldn’t be more perfect. 

She reached back with one hand and grasped mine. “Reach around front, sweetie.” 

I reached forward to rub her—but there was more than I expected. “Stacey, you’re like me.” 

“Of course I am, honey.” 

I wrapped my fingers around her silky shaft and stroked her. Jack pounded us all together over and over. We moved in time, our bodies alive with sensation. I was being filled by a man making love to me, as I made love to Stacey. It was sheer heaven. 

I was beside myself with bliss, and then I heard Jack cry out, “Oh god, yes.” He shoved it into me, shoving me  into  Stacey,  and  we  all  three  came  simultaneously,  our  bodies  tensing  and  spasming  with  pleasure.  I  dumped load  after  load  into  Stacey  as  Jack  did  the  same  to  me.  It  seemed  time  stood  still,  and  it  lasted  forever  as  I experienced the best sex of my life. 

Jack  collapsed  all  three  of  us  onto  our  sides.  He  caressed  my  hips,  kissed  my  neck.  I  caressed  Stacey’s breasts and kissed her ear. “I love you so much.” I turned to the side and said, “I love you, too, Jack. Thank you so much for giving this to us all.” 

“Mmm,” was all he said as his warm breath caressed my face. “I love you girls too. And I’m very thankful for Mannerhouse...and to my golfing partner for listening to me and sending you there.” 

“What golfing partner?” 

“Your dad, of course. He’s the one who paid your dowry. He said he should have saved the cost of sending you to college and done this right off the bat. I wish he had. My wife, Stacey, and I would have been able to enjoy your company all those years.” 

“Your wife?” 

“Yes, like you are now. She was once another golf partner’s lazy son. Now you both have lives and purpose. 

Isn’t that great, Felicity Dee Light?” He kissed my neck. 

I  thought  about  it.  He  was  right.  I  wish  I  had  done  this  from  the  start.  This  was  heaven.  “Right,  Jack.”  I nuzzled between my husband and wife. “Mmm.” 
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